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By FRANCES MARSHALL

Is Your Work Brain Work?

Did you ever stop to wonder, you who |
are fortunate enough to be in a home
of your own, whether the work that you
do is brain work or not?

Roughly speaking., menial work
work that Is done almost entirely as
routine process of the handa or body.!
The swarthy son of southern Europe
who wields the pick gnd shovel in our
streets, the girl who works from morn-
ing to night in a factory performing
one single routine task, are doing work
that s largely menial. Is your house- |
work of this order? |

In the old days no doubt there was,K
much that was purely routine and had to |
be done about one's house. But now
fortunately for women there {8 very
Jittle work that is not more Intellectual
than 1t !s menial

Now we let machinery do the purely

"\ milaveg of the modern housewife.

" Work that is

*

_ The wo
W home, no matter if it is a three-room cot-
oty

. ‘thing of an Interlor decorator.

_ tible vegetable product of the White
ila

‘ routine work. Our meat grinders, va-
& euum clegners, carpet sweepers, the
¢ plumbing systems 'n our house. running
!uur. gas and alectrieity, all theass
. products of modern Inventions are 1t-=e
L]
laft for her to do is the
iy high class work of supervision.
to classify housework as It is done
days by the Intelligent woman In
home as menial would be most un-

When you make out the menu for the
&_’. taking Into account the materials
In the house, the needs of your family,
Tthe prevalling prices of food, the prob-
able demands of the next day, the condl-
flon of your own finances, and ths nu-
tritive value of the various foods under
eofigideration, you are calling Into plsy

higher faculties,
dless to say, the work of the
. in caring for her children, how-
monotonous it may seem, cally Into
the most decided sort of Intellectual
The mother who bringa up n

b

chn and a sclentist
who decorates her own

or a two-room flat, has to be some-

Every

\fime you pick out a rug or determine on

kind of wall paper you want for

our walls or the kind of curtain you

nt .for your windows, you are exer-

your artistic faculties. Thers Is

ig In the work of the average busl-

: "woman of man In an office who

vag this sort of opportunity for the
p'dlsplay of one's tastes.

(Copyright, 1N4)

"HOROSCOPE.

®The stars Incline, but do mot compel™

Saturday, February 12, 1916,
“The stars Incline, but do not com-

pel.” —
Thia {8 not an Important day, ac-
to astrology, but the sway s

sury and Saturn are

greatly, es-

profit
c ribute to peri-

irs are happily d4i-
year and today = particu-
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will

titutlons

mark
will

|
nowadays has to bs something of |

gain from
vpper and |
zona (=

banefit
the Unlited
n govern-
A power In|

)

all sub-
cavations
to bring galn |

lding entered into |
prevails
remunera- |

the
and
SWay

ring
B
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Geor-
of the

star=s

Storms= of un

iusual severity ars pre-
'8 by land or sea are
governed and travel- |
©rs !d delay long tours.

Excitement over revelations of graft
in high places |s prophesied. There |8
indication of some saxposure regarding
manufacturing interests, which
affect political conditions.

The sudden death of a stateaman ™
foreshadowed and his place will be
filled by & Young man who will spring
into fame In a week, It |s sald

Persons whosa birthdate it is hawe
the augury of & happy year in which
business and domestic affalrs will
prosper,

Chlldren born on this day are likely
to be bright and talented. Thess sub-
jecta of Aguarius wusually succeed In
whatever they undertake.

(Cogyright, 1918}

TOMORROW’S MENU.

“Fineappis s great She 4s indesd al-
most too transcendant—a delight if not
sinful, yet so llke to sinning that really a
tender-consclanced person would do well
to pause.'—Lamb.

BREAKFAST,

DINNER.
Jullenne Soup
Eoast Beel
Esrulloped Potatoes
Haked Onions
Cranberry Jelly
Tomato and Cheese Balad
Pineapple Ice Cream

SUPPER.
Crab Newburg
Letines Sandwiches
Lemon Cake
Caonad Raspberries
Tea

Orangs marmalade—Remove the thin
outer yeilow rind froin oranges and hofl
until tender. changing the water thyee
times. Put through a meat grinder., add
the juice and pulp of the oranges and
twice the welght of the pulp in sugar.
Boil slowly half an hour,

Tomato and cheese salad—Mix half a
eream cheesa with one green pepper,
chopped very fine. Put a thick alice of
tomato on each salad plate, on a lettuce
leaf, and spread thick with the cream
cheesa and pepper. Put a few shreds of
pepper acroas the top and serve with
French dressing.

Crab Newburg—If fresh shellfish can-
mot be had use the canned, of which
thers are several excellent branda.
Break up the larger pleces of fish and
put all in the casserole and sautee in
a tablespoonful of butter. Then add one
glassful of sherry wine and the yolks
of three eggs, beaten and put with one
cup of sweet cream; season to taste
with salt and cayenne. Stir the mixture
until It begins to thicken, and then
serve at once on hot plates, with sip-
pets of buttered toast

Recent experiments in England have
~ shown that paper pulp of a good qual-
ity can be made from sudd. the inexhaus-

re-

LK WE TOUCH
IN PASSING

FOR THE SAKE OF A DOLLAR OR TWO.

By JULIA CHANDLER.

(Coprright, 1918.)

In the springtime of his life The Man decided to forego The
Right Girl in the mterest of his career.

Summer found him self-satished and content.

But when he began his journey into the sunset—alone—the
pleasures that had satished became as Dead Sea fruit, and a hope-
less cry for The Right Girl went out from the desolation of his heart.

In the springtime of his life The Man measured his future with calculat-
ing eye and weighed with infinite care elements calculated to make for or
against the highest success of his career.

In his analysis marriage came in for a deal of consideration, first be-
cayse he heard much talk concerning the advisability of a young man enter-
ing his life work in double harness. Some folk insisted that a wife and
home were incentives that urged a chap to his best accomplishment. Others
told hin that a family was a drag when a fellow was just starting out upon
a career,

So The Man observed his friends who married young and came to the
conclusion that they might have done better alone. He thought it all out
and determined that he would devote his youth to his work, giving an un-

|divided attention to the achievement of his ambition.

“When I have accomplished something worth offering a woman—well
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“Tell me, pray, what am I afraid of ¥’

States business maybe,” he told his intimates who assured him that he could find no inspi- |
early | ration to equal love.

Whereupon they laughed at The Man's pride and said it would crumble
quickly enough when The Right Girl came along.

But their prediction did not come true.

The Man had but begun his climb up the ladder of success when he met
The Right Girl, and knew it.

He spent many an hour in fierce argument with his heart, but it was

will | time wasted.

Whereupon he appealed to what he was pleased to term his better judge-
ment—and won the fight for the creed he had adopted.

So without knowing that The Man loved her The Right Girl slipped

out of his life and he let her go—believing that he was following the better, |

wiser way—the surer road to the success he craved.

In the summer of his life The Man's friends spoke of him as The
Bachelor, and twitted him concerning the title. Their gibes and jests pro-
voked his mirth, and if beneath his good-natured laughter there was any

painful twinge of memory he gave no sign. In fact he acknowledged no
regret, even unto himself, for had he not more than achieved that which he
set out to do? B

In middle life he had won wealth, an enviable
munity. and friends aplenty.

Everybody pointed to him as a thoroughly happy, successful, and con-
tented man.

And everybody was right.

The Bachelor found the world a pleasant enough place.
sapplied his luxuries and saw to it that he was never lonely.

One day a friend who had heard him say when life was at spring that
when he had something worth while to offer a woman he would marry re-
minded him of the statement.

standing in the com-

His money

The Bachelor dismissed the subject with the assurance that his mode of !

life left him nothing to desire.

And to persuade himself that he had spoken the truth he spent even
less time than formerly alone accepting the flattery of his sveophants: en-
joying the hospitality of his club; avoiding the friends who insisted upon
boring him with their talk of their domestic happiness.

So he skimmed but the surface of life and knew not that he did.

Time came when The Bachelor looked across the winter sky straight
into the Sunset of life. The summer was fled, and its pleasures lay like sere

leaves at his feet. Younger men were lionized in cociety, and stirred the
pulse of the business world. Younger men usurped his one-time leadership
at his club. Springtime and summer were all about him yet The Bachelor

was already bathed in the sunset glow, while the ®Thter snows touched his
hair, and chilled his heart.

With an unfamiliar sense of desolation gnawing at his heart he turned
to The Friend.

“Tell me what ails me,” he pleaded. “You and I began the serious busi-
ness of life about the same time. You have not been so suceessful as I, yet
you are content.”

The Friend turned upon The Bachelor eyes that reflected the peace of
bis soul, but his lips hesitated.

“If you know the truth of my discontent, tell me," cried The Bachelor,
“I have more money than I need. I have had a gay life with all that my
wealth could buy. I have gone through the years believing that I was ex-
tracting from life all it had to offer, and suddenly I"am afraid.

“Tell me, pray, of what I am afraid.”

“OFf the winter,” answered The Friend.

“In the beginning I shared your belief that in the interest of his career
e man should walk the way alone. But when love came to me it performed
a service it failed to perform for you,” he went on.

“For me it lifted the veil of the future. I saw the springtime of greater
strugg'e because of the burden of a family. I saw a summer of less plenty
for myself - if I should marry. But beyond the summer I saw the winter—
the chill days when the tide of life begins to cbb, and the heart of man
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MME. LOUISE HOMER
DELIGHTS AUDIENGE

Remarkable Contralto Displays Ver-
satility, Beauty of Tone, and Ar-
tistic Feeling at National.

Mme. Louise Homer was welcomed by
an audience which filled the National
Theater yesterday afternoon and whicn
gave unbounded approval to the display
of versatility, beauty of tone, and artistic
feellng by a remarkable contralto.

The program of unusuglly well selectea’

songs opened with a group of German
Lleder, the first number belng a de-
votional song by Schubert, well it

to Mme. Homer's organ-like tones. Tweo
graceful songs by BSchumann followea,

and two songs by Brahms, “Sapphlec Ode"

and “Botschaft”, Both of these las,
Impassioned love songs, revealed the
rich depths of the low tones and the

full high tones of Mme. Homer's
sympathetic volee to splendld advantage.

Most impressive was the arla *‘Che
faro senza Euridice,” from Gluck’s opera;
“Orfec et Euridice,” In which Mime.
Homer recently sustained the role of
“Orfeo’ with great success in the Metro-
poitain Opera Company. This arla,
simple and with the stmplicity of per-
fection, requiring dellcate phrasing, was
Interpreted by Mme., Homer with a lofty
pathos, dignity, and sweetness of tone
which charmed the listeners and callea
forth a storm of applause. As an encore
she gave Delilah’'s song “My Heart at
Thy Sweet Volce,” from ‘‘Samson.
Four beautiful songs by Bidney Homer,
Mme. Homer's husband were enthuslas
tically recelved.
A descriptive
Carpenter,

song by John Alden
“On the Beashore of Endless
Worlds,” was rendered Impressive by
Mme. Homer's remargable Interpreta-
tion. The program ended with a group
of old Irish songs, given with captivating
grace, and the rudience refused to leave
the theater untll another song was heara.
This encore was the familisr “Calm as
the Night.*

Mme. Homer's volce I8 more lovely
every year and Its remarkable resonance,
sweetness, and splendld strength, to-
gether with her powers of Interpreta-
tion, place her in the first ranks of the
present day singers.

Mrs. Edwin Lupham, at the plano, made

an excellent impression by her sym-
pathetic and artistic accompanimenta.
M J. 8

DAILY SHORT STORY.

The Other Side of the Wall.

By KEITH KENYON.

Misg Witherow had come of one of
those very old Southern famlliea re-
duced by the war, and it was natural
for her to look down upon anybody born
north of the Mason and Dixon line. Add
to that s difference of opinion about a
proposition In plane geometry and you
have—or rather Miss Witherow had, or
thought she had—two very Eood reasons

why she should counslder Professor
Warrencourt entirely beneath her no-
tice

In spite of his digmified title, the pro-
fessor was not old, not even middle
aged, and he was very good looking.
Alzo, ha was very much in love with

Miss Witherow, in spite of the fact that
she gave him no opportunity to show it
He lived In a qulet little brick-paved

etreet that had sumac trees down either
side, and the little dull two-story brick
housea behind the trees all touched
shoulders like a row of toy soldiers In

a box, as straight and prim and proper

as thelr very respectable occupants.

Right next dour In another tin-soldier
housa llved Cora Witherow, And al-
though she had Hved ®mtirely alone since
the death of her father, the professor,
helpless male, had a house keeper In
the form of Maggie McGlll, whom he

had brought with some of the good old
pleces of furniture from the hig old
homestead up North. But Charles (the
professor) and Cora had one tastd in
common—they hated flats and boarding
housea and they Hked the little quiet
stréet with its toy houses.

Charles had never been inside of
Cora’s house, much as he coveted an
Invitation to spend an evening In the
little parlor next door. How could he
know that even before the geometry
affair Cora would never have thought
of having a man caller unchaperoned.
One time he had taken her to a lit-
erary meeting In the high-school
chapel, but even after hes rang her bell
he was only permitted to stand In the
hall a minute whila she buttoned her
glove.

Dark, foggy, ralny days of Novem-
ber passed, and a wonderful snowy
Decembar. Christmas holidays took
Charles to Vermont and Cora to Vir-
ginta. January had not improved con-
ditions and finally February first stared
at Charles from his desk calendar one
morning and he realized that a third
of a year had passed since he had had
a friendly word with the pretty teach-
er. He thought of a wvalentine, then
spurned  the Idea. She would think
such trash silly twaddle—bad enough
for the youths they taught,

He was becoming taciturn and {n-
tolerant with his classes and was he-
ing dubbed a crank. At home, Maggle
MeGl1l was trying everything from
creamed sweethreads to lobster a la
Newburg to bring back his appetite,
but of no avail

Cora Witherow, blissfully unaware
of this state of affalrs carried her
head higher than ever and went her
way. But night her pretty head
ached and she went to hed feeling
lonely and wretched. One would have
wondered how any one could be mis-
erable In =uch a lovely place as her
gray and old rose room, which looked,
when the dainty occupant was In her
canopy bed, like the abode of the sleep-
ing princess herself. Finally she fell
asleep and all sorts of vislons passed
through her brain.

Her head, she dreamed, was hurting
dreadfuliy and as she hurried to a doc-
tor a baby somewhere began to cry. She
looked everywhere, but could see no one,
but as she hurried on the walls of the
baby followed. Suddenly a man began to
sing, at first in a low droning volce, then

ane

M

- J|i:ll};;;ntl-'!

“]:m;:'uumunq
.I',“i.’“",;‘!
fihi) v !ijh-
- l‘ ; |

11}
il
i

ol I

|
(]

j

i

Q™ 00
el
e

il
i

T

lll [}l"' '1 '
4 i

i

TABLES TURNED.

¥right, 1918, by The MeClure Newspaper Syndleate.

Hall, London.
cation of this article in wh
by inl ar

Y brother Jack and I always
hated to see the hours drag
by in a “funcreal procession,”

as Jack used to call it.

When things were dull, we racked
our brains to polish them up a bit.
One summer, several years ago, while
we were all at a summer resort tak-
ing pictures and resting in-between
times, the afternoons were long and
yawny.

“Let’s stir things up a bit,” whis-
pered Jack to me, as we sauntered

along toward the edge of the pier, fol-
lowed by Lottie, Owen Moore, James

Kirkwood, and a large, imposing indi-
vidual who was very attentive to Lot-
tie.

“You stand near the edge of the
dock,” continued Jack, “watch your
chance, and tumble in. You can swim
like & fish, Mary, but just to scare
them pretend you are drowning and
I will jump in and rescue you.”

At seemed rather an absurd thing
for two grown-ups to plot, but I nev-
er could resist Jack's sense of humor,
and then, as I said, it was a sultry,

uninteresting afternoon, so why not|
cause a ripple of excitement to stir|

the others into action?

I balanced for a minute on the edge |

of the pier, and then over I toppled,
parasol and all. Ewven before I struck
the water,
scream that went up from the on-
lookers, and above it came Jack's
voice: “Stand back, everybody. 1 will
save her.
An Unexpected Hero.

The water was chilly and it seeme
to me as if [ almost went to the bot-
tom of the ocean before 1 came up
for air. To my horror, Jack was no-
where near me, but just as I glanced
up, the large, lumbering individual, to
prove himself a hero in the eyes of
Lottie, gave a leap and landed a foot
away from me in the water.

I took a few strokes, trying to get
out of range, knowing he could not
swim, but I felt him grab me, and
down the two of us went—down,
down, and down, fighting like a cou-
ple of wildcats under the water. 1
was trying to get away from him and
lie was bravely attempting to cling to

me, believing we would both float to |
Jack had missed us, and |

the surface.
there was no longer any fun attached
to it.

Fortunately, Owen Moore, realiz-
ing the danger, came diving in after
us, and when he dragged us toward

All rights reserved, Including rights of translation.
ole or in part is expressly prokibited except
t with The MeClure Newspaper Syndicate. -

I could hear the awful

She cannot swim a stroke.” |
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|the shore T was almost unconscious,
|and both my would-be rescuer and I
had some pretty serious moments be-
fore the crowd gathered around us
was assured we were past the danger

point.
Stealing Our Thunder.

Lottie was carried up to the hotel,
suffering from hysterics, but Jim
Kirkwood, who had laughed uproar-
iously through the whole episode,
|and had not made a move to either
| assist or console, sauntered leisurely
toward the hotel in time to mest the
reporters, who hurried to the scene
after receiving word that Mary Pick-

ford was almost drowned on the
beach.
Mr. Kirkwood gave them a very

glowing account of what a hero he
had been and how he had saved the
lives of Mary Pickford, Owen Moore,
Jack Pickford, and a rescuer. The
next day it came out in flauntin
headlines and Mr. Kirkwood receive
|telegrams from all over the country,

It took me two days to fully re-
cover, and not a peep came from Jack
or me as to how the trouble started.
Flowers piled up in my room and
|friends came with long faces, lament-
|ing over the fact that I had had such
|a severe shock. And now I am won-
|dering what they will say when they
|read this bold confession, branding
| Jack and me as two of those pestifer-
|ous creatures known as practical jok-
€rs,

Answers to Correspondents.

Maizie J. asks—"Do yvou know of
any exercises prescribed for reducing
flesh?”

No, I have never had to take off
weight. I would never advise any one
to take patent medicines. The effect
of the cure is sometimes worse than
the disease.

Hattie N.—T have used ice on my
lface for the last
jand 1 think it is
scems

quite beneficial, as it
to harden the tissues. Of

|course, as 1 must always confess, 1|

lam no authority on beauty culture.
| What may agree with me may seri-
ously disagree with another,
a girl writes and asks me how 1 keep
my @omplexion clear 1 can only tell

b @/y

londer until the nolse hurt her aching
head. She started to run to get away
from the sound, but it followed her. Then
the baby started to cry again and the
singing and crylng pursued her no mat-
ter how fast she ran. On sha flew, fas-
ter and faster, and then she fell—and
woke up. She realized then that she was
in bed, that her head was aching fright-
fully, that somewhere near a real baby
was really crying and that a mascullne
voice was singing “Solomon Levi” as
hard as it could.

8he listened. Never before had she
known that the partition between the
two houses was so thin, for the erying
and singing were right on the other eide
of the wall and distinct enough to be in
her own house. Bhe was puzzled. A baby
at the professor's! What did that mean?

Then the singing stopped, but the yell-
i{ng continued. W1l at once her telephone
rang downstalrs, She elipped out of bed,
threw on a kimono and went down. It
was the professor’s velce that answered
here tremulous, “Hello!"

“Is that you, Miss WitherowT"

“Yem.

““This is Charles Warrencourt. T-I'm in
trouble. Do you think you could come
over?”

“Why—I don't know, professor.
Is the matter?”

“Can't you hear? Don't vou hear that
baby velling upstairs I think it's dying.
For Heavens sake do come qulck!™

A baby! And he sald dying. There
was only one thing for {t—she must go.
She flew to her room and got Into some
clothes and in an incredibly short time
waa in the house next door. Charles, In

What

dreasing gown and slippers, came down,

stalrs with his screaming burden and
dumped it Into Cora's arms with a sob
of rellef.
wrong with t?*

Cora gathered the little mite up close
to her breast and started to walk. "I
don‘t know! Where is Maggie?"

“Gone!"

“Gone!" In her dismay
dropped the baby, With
the situation was impossible.

she almost
Maggle away
*0Oh, I-I

can't stay,” she started to protest, and |

then the baby gave an extra loud shout.

vearns as never before for companionship. Behind the veil lay the sunset
into which I saw that I would walk in utter desolation if I walked alone.”

Suddenly The Bachelor held up

a protesting hand, for the words of

“For Heaven's sake, what's |

The Friend touched the secret spring beneath his discontent, and held be-
fore his eyes the picture of an open hearth before which stood two deep
chairs bathed in the fire-glow. In one sat The Friend, and as the twilight
shadows of a winter's day deepened across the land he reached out a hand
toward The Little Lady who had companioned him through life, and her
gentle smile followed her response to his tender caress.

As The Bachelor watched with straining eyes the children that had
blessed the springtime and summer of The Friend's life came into the pic-
ture, radiating youth and strength in their budding manhood and woman-
hood, and as they came the wonderful contentment in The Friend's eyes
deep:ned, while the face of The Little Lady was radiant with pride and
happiness.

“Thanks, old man,” faltered The Bachelor in a voice that
steady, “you have performed for me a service.”

But The Friend doubted the value of the service, for instinctively he
knew of the picture his words had conjured into being; knew that its tender
beauty withered the pleasures that had filled The Bachelor's life until they
became Dead Sea fruit; understood that his explanation of the lonely man’s
discortent sent out from his heart a yearning, hopeless cry for The Right
Girl who in the far gone yesteryear he had foolishly allowed to slip out of
his life for the sake of a dollar or two .

was not quite

lmsht then Cora decided to stay where
| she was. Something must be done.
| “You see,’” Charles was trying to ex-
| plain, “it belongs to Maggle's niece, who's
sick. Maggle brought it here yesterday
to keep it for a day or two, and at mid-
night they telephoned for her to go in a
hurry. The mother was worse, pneu-
monla or something. Maggle just dump-
ed the baby into my bed and sald she'd
ba back soon. 1 can't get my doctor
either, he's out, and I thought of you.
Great guns'"™

The baby was shrieking as with agony.

“Maybe it's & pin!"” sald Cora

gate.”
renewed her procession up and down—
Charles keeping frantic step at her side

Suddenly Cora stopped. “Have you
fed him?"
Charles looked astonished. “Fed
him? No!"

"“They eat, you know,” suggested Cora
with gentle sarcasm.

“That's right! But what?
once but—"

“Have you any milk?"

“T'll look.” In & minute he returned
radiant, with a quart bottle,

“But he cant take 1t out of that'

“Want a spoon?’

“I'm afrald not. He's too new.
have to put on a coat and rouse the
druggist. Tell him you want a bottle
and nipple for a baby. Run! He's starv-
ing. Why he's got my finger half way

I had a pup

You'll

baby closed his little red lips around the
soft, warm rubber, and Charles' troubles

were at an eml.

y "He'll do now,” sald Cora, wearily
| putting her hand to her head. "I'll go
it you don't need me any longer.”

“But 1 do need you!" It was out before

{Copyright, 1mr)

Victor Herbert Night at Claridge.

New York, Feb. 11.—Miss Grace Fleld.
president and hostess of the Dance Clu
at the Claridge Hotel,
New York stage success wa: made with

and whose first

Victor Herbert's “Babes in Toyland,”
and later with his “It Happened in Nord-
land.” arranged a “Victor Herbert

Night'" for the supper session of the club
Mmst night. Mr, Herbert was the guest
of honor, and several of the stars of
his past and present musical offerings
were presented and sang the favorite
| numbers from these pleces. Miss Bessie
Wynn, of “Toyland™ fame, Miss May
Naudain of “It Happened in Nordland,”
sang “The Knot of Blue,” a piece which
the composer had written especinily for
her; Miss Eleanor Palnter sang num-
bers from “Princess Pat,’ as dld Mr.
Joseph Lertora, who is making his first
appearance In that plece

Want Their Pastor Returned.

Members of the Metropolitan Memorial
M. E. Church have passed a resolution
by unanimous vote requesting the Balti-
more conference to return their pastor,
Rev. James Shera Montgomery. This
petition will be placed before the con-
ference by Rev. Dr. W. L. McDowell,

congratulating him upon his heroism. |

two or three years, |

When |

“1f you |
light the fire in your parior, I'll investi-|
Eut no piln was found and Cora |

superintendent.

FAMOUS WOMAN, HER
BIRTHDAY AND YOURS

By MARY MARSHALL

February 12—Louise Catherine John-
son Adams.

The wife of John Quincy Adams, Presi-
dent of the United States, was born on
February 12—also, by the way, birthdsy
of Abraham Iincoln. Louise Adams was
born in 1T, in London, where her par-
ents were staying. Her father was later
made first United Btates Consul to Lon-
don, &and Loulse's girlhood was spent
abroad

When she was twenty-two she married
John Quinoy Adams, son of s President
of the United States, and later himself
to reach that position. He was sent as
minister to Berlin and after that service

| was over he and hig wife went to live

in Boston.

Then he went to Washington as Bena-
|tor, later to Russia as Minister—where
| Mrs. Adams sccompanied him, and where
| he lived for six years separated from
whom she had Jeft =t
Then they went to London, where

her children,
home

| Mr. Adamg was Ambassador, and then to

the United Btates again, when he was
made Secretary of BState. They re-
mained in Washington for eight years
and then Adams was made President
and there followed four years more of
Washington life.

Mrs. Adams was fifty years old when
she became first lady of the land She
wag & woman of wide experience, who
had traveled much and had the oppor-
tunities of education, good birth and
mingling with prominent people In many
lands. But fitted as she was for official
1ife, she took little part in It becauss
of poor health, and it was only at pub-
lic entertainment that she appeared.

(Coprright, ™8}

HISTORY BUILDERS.
Gen. Sherma:;- the Cheese.

By Dr. E. J. EDWARDS,

One afternoon when Gen. Willlam T
Sherman was finding entertalnment by
looking from the window of the office
which was occupled by the late Gen.
| Grenville M Dodge and which fur-
nished one of the best vistas of New
York harbor and its ever-moving
| commerce, Gen. Dodge asked his chief
commander in army days if he haa
ever experienced any embarrassmentils
cccasioned by the resentments of
| those who suffered in war days or
had been In any way annoyed by those
with whom he had had experience in
| war days.

Gen. SBherman meditated a moment
or two and then, with the cordial
emile which was characteristic of him
In dayes of peace, replicd that he Aid
suffer from one pestiferous annoyance
| which was continued for some years
after the close of the war
| In the campalgn which followed the
battle of Bhiloh—sometimes called
Pittsburgh Landing—Gen. Bherman had
ar a body servant a quaint but faith-
ful colored man who was assiducus in
| his attentions and who always took
especial pains to find something with
which to tempt Gen. Sherman's appe-
tite.
| Occaslonally he brought to the gen-
eral pork in good enough condition te
| be bolled so that i1t could be eaten with
| hard tack and greens with relish But
whenever Gen Sherman asked this
colored man where he got the deli-
| cacles—for meat of that kind was then

ther what 1 individually do for it. a delieacy—the man always replied

{always enjoyv my daily ice bath, and | that he found them, and would give

feel refreshed after it, noticing it|ne other explanation.

stirs the circulation and gives me un-| Upon one occasion thia colored man

usual color. |came 1o the general's tent bringing
la wvery tempting plece of cheese 1t

was & delicacy especially soceptable to
(Gen. Sherman at that time But when
he asked the servant where he got
the cheese, the sole reply was, “Gen-
eral, I found L™
| After a while, Gen. Sherman learned
|m sutler claimed that the colored servant
[took the cheese from the sutler's
|tent. The sutler afterward made s
{demand upon Gen. Sheoman for pay-
ment for this cheese. The demand was
denled, but the sutler kept at it After
| the war was ended whenever he haa
an opportunity he pestered Gen. Sher-
man,

There was no moral or legal obliga-
tlon to make payment to the sutler,
for there was no proof that the colored
men had actually found the cheese in
the gutler's store. This pestering,
Gen. Sherman said., after a time bhe-
came & Ereater annoyance to him than
any other experience of his after the
war, in fact about the only one. He
could, he sald, have put an end to It
if he had paid the man, but he did not
believe that he ocught to buy freedom
from annoyance Ly making any pay-
ment. At last, the demand ceased and
| Gen. Sherman said that from that time
|un all of his associations and exper-
jences were delightful
(Coppright, 19€, by E. J. Edwards A1l righta re-

werTed. )

CREDIT LECTURES AT END.

| Carl €, Mucller Delivers (losing Ad-
| dresa to High School Studenis.
| The Washington Assoclation of Credit

!Men closed its course In “Credit Educa-
|tion and Management” in Business High
| Behool yesterday afternoon, when the
| vice president of the association, Car]
| Mueller, gpoke to more than 100 students
on “"Merchandise Credits, Credit Legisia-

down his throat. For goodncss sake, |tion, and Over-Expansion ™
hurry!" | Under the head of “"Merchandise Cred-
Charles obeyed orders meekly and In [its the speaker dwelt ut length on the
len minutes waved the objects of his |farmer's needs, the manufacturer's cred-
quest triumphantly before Cora’s eyes. |jt, and wholesale and retail credits Un-
“I'va got 'em, by Jove! Now where's | der the subject of “Credit Legislation,
!th.a milk? I Mr. Mueller explained the effect of the
| “Warm on the kitchen slove. Give me | bulk sales act, negotiable instruments
the hottle. I've got to wash [t You |gct, fraudulent statement law, and the
take the baby a minute. lle can yell, |pad check laws. In referring to ““Over-|
can't he?" Expansion of Credit,” the speaker ex-
At last. with gurgles of delight, the|plained the working of the homestead

| laws, statute of limitations. bankruptey
inrh and married women’'s rights to her
{ husband’'s credit

so well received that the Credit Men's
Association = making extensive plans
for a systematic campaign for credit edu-

he could stop 1t. “Shall I tell you why?' | vion and management to take place
“No—not now,” she protested faintly.j o oi fall. ¥'rizes will be offered by the
“Tomorrow will be—better.’ assoclation for the best records made in

the various courses

Merchant (to applicant}—What we need
is a correspondence clerk who = & rapid
writer.
working at?

Applicant—I've been a movie actor, sir

Merchant—You have? Well, say, If you
can write letters for us with half the
speed vou movie aclors do in those pic-
ture scenes, You're just the man we
want.—Boston Transcript.

FAIR PLAY
THAT'S IT

Play fair with vour Stomach,
Liver and Bowels and you will al-
ways be repaid. Oftentimes, help
is needed, which suggests a trial of

HOSTETTER’S

Stomach Bitters

This course of credit lectures has been |

By the way, what have you been

Our stock offers many sug-
gestions for gifts for St. Val-
entine’s Day at prices below
and above ome dollar. Our
display of dainty pieces of
Dresden and a new imported
china having the resemblance
of hand-painted china include
many novelties appropriate
for gift remembrances, prizes
and dinner favors,

Dl S artin s

Fottery, Poreelaln, Chins, Glinss,
Silver, Ewn

1215 F St and 121418 G St

' NATIONAL 7oxs: =
RATTE TIPSy e e

“The Masked Model”

Bok by Haury B and Robem B Smith
Musie bw Carl Woem
0 In Compansy. Orechestra of 3.

NEXT WEEK—SEATS SELLING,
COHAN & HARKRIS Present
The Dramstic Senmtios of the Cestury,

ON TRIAL

| With the New York Cast and Frrd e inn
Monday Night Heoafit (hildren's Howgrtal

‘@Beewear of the Black_ Spo

BELASCOH-:.T-C-L

. e 1o §1.50.
NEW YORE WINTER GARDEN WONDER

‘A WORLD OF PLEASURE

With CLIFTON (HAWFORD, CONROY
and LE MAIRFE and ( ompany of 135

NEXIT WEEK —SEATS NO

ﬂﬂn‘!‘ BLOSSOM AND YVICOTOR
“THE PRINCESS PAT”
| —with—

FLEANOR PAINTER
Original { ast, Eusemble and (irchestra.

NEWMANTzveltziks
Sun. at 8:15 "BAl IS

Mon. # 4:00 BOUIIA

[ COSTA RIC A—l.and of the Most Bean-
tiful Giris in the Weorld

POP. PRICES, e, S8, The, $§1.00,

W.
HEREEHT »

B.F.KEITH’S

"WHERE THE MNATION'S GREATEST
LAUGH AT VAUDEVILLE

Twice Dally. Mat e BEw S t= fL

] “MIRTH AND MELODY
DOMINANT —Star.
Lady

MRS. LANGTRY 5 .. & CO.,

In the (omedy “Aahes™
JULIAN ROSE “Ahe Poinah™ &e,

NEXT  Weber & Fields P=~

WEFh Sents Today
Feb & Wesk—LILLIAN RUSSELL  Order Now

@ Beewear of the Black Spot

POLI'S
MONDAYS, 25«

25
50 The thie_?t : (000 Candles

75
"LOEW'S COLUMBIA
Contizgous, % A M te 1! P. M

NOW PLAYING

' John Barrymore

| wNearly a King"”

‘@ Beewear of the Black Spot
rowingDemand

—for (riterion Whisky fer
use in the home shows tThat

lis medicinal value - sl.(m

is appreciated. QL

John T. Crowley™ ™
331 “ﬂl St- Phone Main 3844

Deliveries up to 10:30 F. M,

TONIGHT, 506
MATS. DAILY EXCEPT

Van Baren.

Next Werh—"00 Ii-ldrﬁ‘r;u'

All druggista

— —
0ld Point Comfort Norfolk, Va.,
SOUTHERN WINTER RESORTS,
Epecial Tour tv Famow Hotel Chamem b fia,
Delly Bervice, Moders Stes! Stmamem
OITY TICKET OFFiL k., T4 UUTH ST. AW,
Woodward Building.)

NORFOLK AND WASHINGTON
STEAMBOAT CO.

Obe " Florida Inn

BREAKFAST - LUNCHEON - MINNER
Delicions Sninds Made to Order,

B Aallaw . CENTRAL

‘Roller Skating (FXmar
Fi ;r;:.- \t-‘:: :u!h;' :u‘v .
ity te IZN-23 w .

.‘ht:w-\.:-i Largesd aned Floest !hﬂn“olm.

—

=

HERALD CLASSIFIED
 ADS BRING RESULTS




